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in the victory of Jena, and the Emperor unwilling to give them the least pain, had been to visit them; this caused his absence from Berlin. On "his return he was surprised to find Duroc waiting for him with an air of great impatience. Duroc had been much touched by the despair of the Princess of Hatzfeld; since his interview with her he had seen two of her husband's judges, and had learned that there was no hope for him. He requested an immediate audience of the Emperor, and followed him into his closet.
<(You are come to tell me that the town of Berlin is in revolt, is it not so? I am not surprised, but they will have a terrible example to-morrow to cure them of the mania of revolting.^
Duroc saw that the Prince of Hatzfeld was in the worst case possible. He was convinced that the only successful advocate in his behalf would be the Princess herself; he obtained permission to introduce her, and went to fetch her. The unfortunate wife, on being brought into the presence of the man who could kill or spare her husband, had only power to throw herself at Napoleon's feet. He raised her immediately, and spoke to her with the utmost kindness. Madame de Hatzfeld sobbed convulsively, and could only repeat, as it were mechanically : (<Ah, Sire, my husband is innocent!}>
The Emperor made no answer, but went to his fccri-toire* and taking from it the Prince's letter, held it toward his wife in silence. She looked at the unfortunate paper, then burst into tears, and striking her forehead with her clasped hands, exclaimed in consternation: <( Oh yes, it is his writing!}>
The Emperor was affected, it appears, by the frankness which in the hour of peril acknowledged the whole truth to him, thus leaving him all the merit of the affair. He would not refuse it, but, advancing to the Princess, put the fatal letter into her hands, saying with a gracious-ness which doubled the value of the favor: "Make what use you please of this paper, which is the only evidence against your husband; when it no longer exists I shall have no power to condemn him;}> and he pointed to the fire which was blazing in the chimney.
The letter was instantly burned, and its flame was a bonfire of rejoicing for the deliverance of the Prince. I